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Author's Notes: 
Written for a prompt of \‘clamps.\' 


Simon Says 


"Touch your nipples." 


Billie raised his eyebrows but at Mike's encouraging nod he shrugged and gripped the dusky pieces of flesh, 
rolling them into tight little peaks. It felt all right, he supposed. 


"You know I'm not really all that sensitive, dude," he informed his grinning lover. 
"I know. Obviously. Lick your fingers and get them wet." 


He did, finding the moisture increased the sensation a little, but it still wasn't enough to do more than make his 


cock twitch in vague interest. This wasn't going to be all that much fun if Mike didn't move on to something 


else soon. 
Billie tilted his head quizzically as Mike fished two small objects out of the bedside table and licked one of them. 
"Good and wet, Bill, and then stick these on" 


"You bought nipple clamps?" he asked incredulously. At the pointed look, he hastily re-wet his skin and placed 
one small device on each side as Mike explained. 


"Yeah, sorta. They're not the pinchy clothespin kind, though; they're more like suction cups. | decided to go easy 


on ya." 


After a brief period of discomfort, his body settled into them and Billie had to admit that it did feel like light 
suction. Better than his fingers; about the same as Mike's mouth; still nothing special. 


"Nice," he answered the speculative gaze. 
Mike gave an eye roll. "Hold your left hand out, palm up." 
An exceedingly generous amount of lube was squirted into his hand and Billie Joe laughed. "Slip slidin’ away...” 


"Yeah, well, let's see how funny you think it is when you spread half of that on your other two fingers and 
fuck yourself with them. Starting with both of them - no working up to it," he countered smugly. 


A moan leaked out as Billie rose high on his knees, coating his fingers as he'd been told and twisting to press 
them against his hole. He took a deep breath and pushed, penetration graduating to slippery thrusts that he 
swore he could feel in his chest, too, nipples tightening into heightened sensitivity with the prolonged, relentless 


suction. 
"Other hand around your cock. Slow, light strokes," Mike ordered, husky now. 


Billie obeyed with a groan, toes digging into the mattress as he fucked down onto his fingers, jerking himself off 
agonisingly slowly. His arousal spiked when his lover echoed his actions, long fingers working inside his own lanky 


body, and then Mike was sliding down the bed and spreading his legs. 


"Fuck me," he grunted, and Billie abandoned what he was doing in favour of falling onto his hands and knees over 
Mike and thrusting inside, his slick hand finding Mike's erection in a dual rhythm, watching him arch and moan 
until orgasm overtook the bassist and the feeling of warm fluid spilling onto him had Billie following only a little 


later. 


They lay tangled together in silence for several minutes, panting heavily, until Billie pulled the tiny clamps off 


his now-tender nipples with a wince and gave each a good lick before sticking them onto Mike's temples with a 


tired giggle. 


"Fucking devil, you are. Just wait until next time, when its your turn to do whatever / say." 


